16                  MARY STUART.             ACT i.

Whose life were worth the whole blood shed o* the

world
And all men's hearts made empty.

Babington.                                   Ay, good friend,

Here speaks she of your fellows, that some stir
Might be in Ireland laboured to begin
Some time ere we take aught on us, that thence
The alarm might spring right on the part opposed
To where should grow the danger: she meantime
Should while the work weie even in hand assay
To make the Catholics in her Scotland rise
And put her son into their hands, that so
No help may serve our enemies thence ; again,
That from our plots the stroke may come, she thinks
To have some chief or general head of all
Were now most apt for the instant end ; whet em
I branch not off from her in counsel, yet
Conceive not how to send the appointed word
To the earl of Arundel now fast in bonds
Held in the Tower she spake of late, who now
Would have us give him careful noie of this,
Him or his brethren ; and from oversea
Would have us seek, if he be there at large,
To the young son of dead Northumberland,
And Westmoreland, whose hand and name, we know,
May do much northward ; ay, but this we know,
How much his hand was lesser than his name
When proof was put on either ; and the lord
Paget, whose power is in some shires of weight
To incline them usward ; both may now be had,